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Unique Armature 


by bananagege, brightened 


Summary 


When the Marauders use Levicorpus to flip Snape, they find him covered in tattoos. Sirius 
becomes obsessed. (Fic with art) 


Notes 


1. The lake scene is moved to their seventh year following NEWTs instead of OWLs so 
they are 18 here. 

2. This is an alternate universe with no Voldemort and no Death Eaters. More on this after 
the fic as it gets spoiler-y. 

3. Art and prompt by bananagege, story by brightened. Betaed by Contrarian hedgehog 


If you begin reading the story and don’t enjoy it, do yourself a favour and scroll down to 
check out the art! It’s two absolutely stunning pieces that stand perfectly well on their own. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Remus’s quill crawled to a stop, the nib hovering just above the parchment. “Will you quit that?” 
he snapped as a small rubber ball sailed past his shoulder. 


Sirius tilted his head to meet Remus’s stern glare and smiled innocently as he caught the ball. 
Without missing a beat, he drew his arm back and tossed it again. It thudded into a stone above the 
fireplace before ricocheting back towards Sirius’s waiting palm. 


“You’re an ass,” Remus muttered. He rubbed his forehead with ink-stained fingers. “When I get a 
P in Potions...” 


“Peter’ll sprout a curly tail and fly,” Sirius finished. He smirked at the boy hunched over his copy 
of Advanced Potion-Making. Peter ignored the jibe, his lips moving soundlessly as he recited a 
passage, as if rote memorization would help him on the following day’s NEWT. Next to him, 
James lifted his head from the notes he’d copied off Lily Evans. 


“T’d ask you to be nice but after all these years I know it’d be useless.” James grinned over the 
mountain of study materials piled on the table. “Though you have been especially obnoxious 
today.” 


“Have not.” Sirius launched the ball once more. 


“Have too.” It hit the edge of a stone and rocketed down at an angle, away from Sirius’s 
outstretched hands. 


“Have - shit.” The ball thwacked a third year girl in the forehead and she burst into tears. Her 
friend put a comforting arm around her shaking shoulders and shot Sirius a glare. 


“What a legacy,” James said. “Sirius Black, injurer of little girls.” 
“James Potter, creator of stupid titles.” 


“T give up,” Remus announced loudly over their squabbling and dropped his quill into its inkwell. 
“Once I’ve failed everything and I can’t find a job after we graduate, you two will have to support 


bed 


me. 


“Of course,” James said easily as he turned back to his notes. “Sirius has his uncle’s gold just 
waiting to be spent. We’ll buy you a house...with an extra sturdy cellar.” 


While the girl’s cries diffused into hiccups, Sirius crept over and picked up his ball, ignoring the 
hostile looks he received. 


“Look, I get it,” James said as Sirius returned and settled into his seat. “I’m not thrilled about 
wasting our last two weeks of seventh year in detention, either.” 


“Why not? You get to serve it with Flitwick and Peter. He’ll probably offer to suck you off while 
you’ re there.” 


“Which one?” Remus asked with interest. 


“Well, Flitwick’s the perfect height. But Peter’s gagging for it and you can’t beat enthusiasm,” 
Sirius said, slowly to savor the whirls of disgust spinning across James’s face. 


“T can hear you,” Peter muttered as he turned a page. 
“I’m open to counter-arguments.” 


None of his friends took the bait and instead dove back into their last minute revision. Sirius 
returned to tossing the ball, from hand to hand this time to avoid further injuring any small 


children. 


Eventually, they admitted defeat, crammed notes and texts into their bags, and slumped up the 
stairs to their beds. Sirius, having no excuse to stay up any later, drifted behind them and retired to 
his four-poster with great reluctance. 


He knew what would swim forth as soon as he laid alone in the dark, but he fought it off, 
concentrating on images of motorcycles and bikini-clad women, the things he’d favored only 48 
hours earlier. 


It worked as long as he stayed awake. Eventually he drifted into uneasy sleep and what he’d been 
avoiding crept into his dreams: a pair of gray underpants and an expanse of pale skin, slashed with 
ink. 


Ww 


“There,” Professor Slughorn said, pointing to an empty workspace on one side of the classroom, 
“and there.” He pointed to the opposite side. Sirius took the seat closest to the door and expected 
Snape to cross the distance - but he didn’t. He remained in the doorway, sliding a hand up and 
down the strap of his bag, a reproachful stare fixed on his head of house. 


“Sir,” said Snape in a low voice, “‘is this really fair? Potter and Black attacked me without 
provocation.” He shot a venomous look toward Sirius; Sirius yawned. 


“Yet Professor Sprout reports that as soon as she ended the levitation spell, you picked up your 
wand and sliced off Potter’s ear.” 


Snape’s mouth thinned. “Madam Pomfrey grew it back.” 


Slughorn shook his head. “No, Snape. That’s far beyond self-defense. You can’t do these things 
now that you’re of age. If Dumbledore had the mind, you could be in Azkaban right now.” He slid 
his beady stare from Snape to Sirius and back again. “If his only punishment is a few evenings 
sorting potions ingredients, consider yourselves extremely fortunate.” 


“Blah blah blah,” Sirius muttered the moment Slughorn stepped out of the room, and spun in his 
chair to face Snape. He was already bent over his workspace, large containers to one side and 
smaller vials to the other. “Wait, are you actually doing it?” 


Snape picked up a pair of tweezers and carefully pried wings off a tray of preserved pixie corpses 
before transferring them to one of the vials. 


“You know, Remus is serving detention with Hagrid. I bet he’s having tea while we’re stuck in 
here. Though if you’ ve ever had Hagrid’s tea, you’d know we’re probably better off.” 


Snape crushed silverpods with deft, steady hands and collected the glimmering fluid that oozed 
out. 


“Doesn’t Slughorn look like he’s lost weight? Do you think he’s trying to impress someone?” 


“Black.” Snape set down the bronze knife in his hand and looked up. His eyes were solid black 
darts, finding Sirius with violent precision. “The only reason I haven’t hexed your soul from your 
body is because the headmaster pledged to block our NEWT results if we fought again. Surely you 
remember, seeing as you were there.” 


“Doesn’t ring a bell,” Sirius said blandly, and dipped his gaze to Snape’s legs, vivid in his mind 


but presently obscured by his robes. “Can I ask - why?” 


Snape’s hand curled around the knife again but he didn’t move to continue slicing the nutroot. 
“No.” 


“But [ already asked.” 
“Did you wake up this morning planning to be more insufferable than usual?” 


“No. I think you inspire me.” Sirius drummed his fingers on his unutilized worktop. “I answered 
your question. Now answer mine.” 


With a sneer, Snape went back to slicing. His formerly methodical movements turned haphazard. 
By the time he moved to store the nutroot, the slices looked like they’d been squeezed apart rather 
than chopped. 


“Why?” Sirius asked again, and was annoyed that his voice had changed from gratingly casual to 
earnest. He blamed the stupid dreams. “Why do you have all those tattoos, and when did you get 
them?” 


Snape clearly had no interest in satisfying Sirius’s curiosity. He refused to speak another word the 
rest of the evening. When Slughorn returned, he swept out of the room, and Sirius was left to 
explain why all his vials were empty. 


Ww 
“One week down,” James said at dinner, lifting his goblet of water as though proposing a toast. 


“One week to go,” Remus finished grimly, not touching his cup. “I’m not sure my teeth will 
survive another groundskeeper tart.” 


“All I. can think about is Flitwick blowjobs,” Peter added miserably, shooting a resentful look 
towards Sirius. 


Sirius scraped up a bite of his potatoes and didn’t say a word. 
Ww 
“Tt’s the last night,” Sirius said. “Are you really not going to tell me?” 


Snape depressed the syringe in his hand with gentle precision. Drops of acid fell onto the dead 
newt splayed out on the tray before him. A soft hiss signaled the charring of amphibian flesh. 
Snape maneuvered the burnt remains into a vial. 


“Why do you care?” Snape asked as he pushed in the cork stopper. 
“T like them.” 


Snape’s head snapped up, a defiant tilt to his chin. “They were not yours to see, let alone like, and 
if you hadn’t - exposed me, you never would have.” 


“Did Evans know? She didn’t seem surprised.” 


“Why are you still inflicting your inane chatter on me?” Snape looked torn between fury and 
anguish. “I’ve ignored you for the past two weeks. How have you deluded yourself into believing 
that would change tonight?” 


“TIsn’t it exhausting talking like that?” Sirius asked. “A good, “fuck off,’ would be much quicker, 
and a lot more satisfying.” 


“Fuck off, then,” Snape said, and bent back over his assortment of dead newts. 
“Did you do them yourself?” Sirius persisted. 

“Fuck off.” 

“T don’t believe you paid for them. You’ve always dressed like a pauper.” 
“Puck off.” 

“Maybe you bartered. Did you suck someone off for those tattoos, Snivellus?” 


Sirius took unhealthy satisfaction in the way Snape’s head jolted up once again, this time with 
shock written across his face instead of anger. 


“What...what did you say?” Snape asked, blinking rapidly beneath lifted brows. 
“T said-” 


“No, no. [ heard you, don’t repeat it. You truly are foul, you know that?” Snape stoppered a third 
newt and then wiped his hands on a rag laid across an unoccupied chair. “I did them myself, you 
depraved cretin. It’s an enchantment meant for parchment and I modified it to work on skin. Are 
you satisfied? Will you leave me be?” 


“Can I see them again?” Sirius asked. 
He couldn’t tell who was more surprised when Snape began to unfasten his robes. 


He’d learned from the levitation incident, apparently, and wore traditional wizarding 
undergarments, a long tunic atop a pair of thin shorts that stopped at the knee. Without meeting 
Sirius’s gaze, Snape pulled his tunic up and - 


His abdomen was totally, completely blank. 


“As I said, it’s an enchantment.” Snape briefly lifted one leg to show an equally bare calf. “I 
determine how long it lasts.” 


“Why do it if theyll go away?” Sirius felt bitterly disappointed. There’d been a mid-molt phoenix 
he wanted to study up close, and a Hebridean Black with a spiky tail that he’d dreamed of sliding 
his tongue along more than once. 


“Tt hurts,” Snape said quietly, and Sirius could have pressed the issue but, for once in his life, chose 
not to. 


“None of them were permanent?” he asked instead. 


“One.” Snape rolled up his left sleeve. For all his reticence the past two weeks, he looked to be 
enjoying himself now, torso and limbs on display, clearly reveling in the draw he held for Sirius. 


Sirius crossed the room, intent on touching what he could before either one of them came to their 
senses and threw a hex. He curled one hand around Snape’s wrist to hold his arm steady and used 
the other to trace fingers along the coiled serpent etched into his forearm in shades of green. 


“A Slytherin tattoo,” Sirius said as disappointment prickled through him. “The phoenix was 
better.” 


Snape said nothing. He was still beneath Sirius’s touch but stiff, and when Sirius lifted his gaze 
from the tattoo he found Snape staring at him, bewildered. 


Without looking away, Sirius again stroked his fingers across the tattoo. This time it was pleasure 
that stung him as Snape inhaled sharply. It was like they’d both realized, suddenly, how close they 
were - closer than they’d ever been, other than in Sirius’s dreams. 


“You should let me give you one,” Sirius said, and didn’t let Snape tug away when he tried. 


“Why would I do that?” Snape asked, struggling a bit harder to free his arm but not going for his 
wand. “You mocked me for years - abused me - tortured me - now you think I should let you mark 
me?” 


“Yes,” Sirius said simply. “You can do me first.” 


He meant it in both - in all - ways and when Snape’s eyes darkened, Sirius drifted closer, not sure if 
he wanted to taste Snape’s tattoo or his lips, but he was going for one of them - 


The door banged into the dungeon wall and they barely had time to draw apart before Slughorn 
was upon them, mustache twitching with indignation. 


“We weren’t fighting,” Sirius said before their professor could open his mouth. “Snape spilled a 
little acid on his arm. I was looking it over for him.” 


Slughorn turned to Snape, whose clothes were restored, and Snape nodded, eyes downcast above 
flaming cheeks. 


“As he says.” 


“Well,” Slughorn said, looking back and forth between them, “that’s fine, then, and that’ll be the 
end of detention for you two. It’s nearly midnight and the train leaves bright and early in the 
morning. Head straight to your rooms.” 


They didn’t. 


Sirius instead led Snape to a storage closet on the first floor that he knew to be filled with surplus 
chairs. Sirius pulled one out of a stack and sat backwards on it. With Snape hovering nearby, he 
shed his robes and t-shirt and crossed his arms across the back. 


“Go on,” Sirius said when Snape did not move closer. He twisted and found Snape staring at him 
in disbelief. “What?” 


“You're really going to let me?” 

“You said it’s temporary, right?” 

“T could make it permanent,” Snape threatened. 
Sirius shrugged. “Go ahead.” 

“That’s-” 


“Really, Snape. Make it stick forever.” 


The only answer was the gentle rustle of robes in motion, a few footsteps against stone, and then 
the tip of a wand found Sirius’s shoulder blade, a warm, hard point against the bone. 


Snape murmured. A slow burning spread through his shoulder. Sirius felt the hair on the back of 
his neck prickle to attention, but lost focus on the mild sensation as the pain licked brighter. Soon 
he was gritting his teeth, biting back a shout to call it off. 


“Breathe,” Snape murmured in his ear, and even with the pain Sirius shivered at the breath 
ghosting his skin. “Don’t tense up. Be as limp as you can.” 


Sirius barked a laugh, ready to scoff at the impossibility of relaxing in the midst of that kind of 
pain, but he found once he opened his mouth he was startlingly close to tears. He shut it again, 
drew in a deep breath, and squeezed his knees with his hands in a futile effort to find some 
strength. 


“Done,” Snape said, right when Sirius didn’t think he could take it anymore. “What do you think?” 


His voice, low and something close to mocking, sent a thrill of dread through Sirius. He wasn’t 
sure he could take it if Snape had marked him with something awful, even though he really 
shouldn’t expect anything else. Two and a half weeks ago he’d been levitating Snape for laughs, 
and now- 


Sirius forced his eyes open from where they’d clenched shut against the pain. He twisted his head 
and found Snape standing behind him, a Conjured mirror in his hands. The mirror reflected Sirius’s 
bare back and, stark on his shoulder amid angry red skin, Snape’s tattoo. 


“Oh,” Sirius said, stupidly. A hydra rune with two heads curled across his shoulder, solid and dark. 
“That’s - why?” 


“You are one,” Snape said. Sirius jumped when chilled fingers drifted over his smarting flesh. 
“T’ve always tried to defeat any advantage you had over me. You bested me in Potions first year, so 
I spent all summer studying, and it never happened again, did it? But second year you favored 
itching powder, and by the time I’d stocked up the antidote to that you’d moved on to cursing me 
with boils, and on and on it went. You always invented a new torment to inflict, and each time I 
defended myself you grew a little more vicious.” His tone, and his touch, were gentle, belying the 
harsh picture he painted. “You’re like the Dark Arts in that way, you know, for all you’ ve sworn to 
anyone that will listen that you hate them. Ever-changing and eternally damaging.” 


Sirius said nothing for a moment, giving the words room to breathe. That wasn’t how he thought of 
himself at all. How many times had Snape cursed him, and James and Remus and Peter? Hadn’t it 
always been equal? 


He thought maybe he should feel guilty or indignant, but for some reason he felt only the flickering 
pain on his shoulder and Snape’s cool fingers against it. Maybe it was the way Snape looked at 
him like he no longer resented any of it. 


“Ts it my turn?” Sirius asked. “You have to teach me the spell.” 


And he did. Snape demonstrated the incantation and the proper wand grip without meeting Sirius’s 
eyes. He looked more flustered by what he’d said with each passing second. 


“Ts this the permanent one?” 


“Do it and find out,” Snape said as he took the chair Sirius vacated. 


“How will I find out? We leave tomorrow - later today, actually.” 


Snape unfastened his robes and let them fall to the floor in a heap before pulling his tunic over his 
head and dropping that too. His skin pulled tightly across his shoulder blades - a canvas stretched 
taut, awaiting the first brush stroke. Sirius returned the touch he’d received, trailing callused 
fingertips over milky skin, and he felt a jolt that went straight to his cock when Snape shivered 
under his hands. 


“Then I guess you won’t.” 


Sirius lifted his wand and pressed it to the sloping line of Snape’s shoulder. The foreign words of 
the incantation passed his lips stiffly at first but soon he fell into easy recitation. The black lines 
slid out of his wand and arranged themselves neatly on Snape’s skin without any manual direction. 


He’d grimaced and squirmed and borne the pain with all the subtlety of a stuck Nogtail. Snape 
might have been perched on a bench beneath sunlight for all the suffering he displayed. Sirius 
thought of him saying, it hurts, and remembered all the inches of skin that had been covered that 
afternoon by the lake. How many hours had Snape spent burning images into his skin? 


“If you let me see you again,” Sirius said once he’d finished, speaking roughly around the sudden 
ache in his throat, “I can check if it’s still there.” 


“Why would I do that?” Snape’s question came out weak, because they both already knew the 
answer. 


“So we could do this.” Sirius drew his fingers down the side of Snape’s neck. “Or this.” He 
pressed his lips where his hand had been, and if he hadn’t already been hard he would’ ve stiffened 
instantly from the little gasp that slipped out of Snape’s mouth. “This.” A kiss to Snape’s jaw, a 
hand working down the front of Snape’s chest. “And this.” 


His breath came in pants of anticipation by the time his hand curled around Snape’s cock, hard and 
confined by fabric, and Snape’s low moan skittered through Sirius. 


“Why are you doing this?” Snape asked roughly as Sirius fell into a steady rhythm of stroking, his 
own ignored erection yearning for a similar touch. 


“T want to.” He used his free hand to turn Snape’s head. Snape kept his eyes downcast, nearly 
closed, thick lashes fluttering against flushed cheeks, and Sirius couldn’t help himself. He bent his 
head and kissed Snape, and the feel of Snape’s mouth soft and pliant against his sent him rocking 
forward, rubbing his neglected prick on Snape’s shoulder without thinking. 


Snape hissed in pain and jerked away. His eyes snapped up for the first time and he leapt out of the 
chair, fully disentangling himself from Sirius’s hungry touch. 


“Sorry!” Sirius cried earnestly, to Snape and to his own throbbing libido which recognized that 
he’d ruined the moment. “Sorry, sorry. I wasn’t thinking.” 


Snape grabbed his clothes off the floor and began to dress rapidly. “Clearly, I wasn’t either.” 


“Look at me,” Sirius said. He wanted to sound commanding but he sounded desperate instead - 
because he was. “I can make it good for you, for both of us, you’ll see, Sn - Severus.” 


Snape finished with his robes and shook his head. “Let it go, Black,” he said before he slipped out 
of the room. 


Sirius moped in the storage closet until he was sure Snape wouldn’t return. Then he made his way 
back to Gryffindor tower. In his bed, he angled himself on one side to avoid disturbing his 
shoulder, and tried to coax out an orgasm using the memory of Snape hard in his hand and Snape’s 
lips against his. All he could taste in the memory was disappointment, bitter on his tongue. 


Ww 


Sirius slumped around the flat, half-heartedly pinning streamers and charming decor to the exact 
shade of turquoise Lily requested. 


“Cheer up,” James said as they passed each other in the hall. “You’ve always wanted a larger flat. 
Now’s your chance.” 


“T wanted one with you,” Sirius said moodily. “Not because you kicked me out to marry Evans.” 


“Sorry, was I not supposed to get married until you stopped being miserable? I’d die single at that 
rate.” 


“Remus!” Sirius yelled toward the kitchen. “James is bullying me!” 


“T bet it’s well-deserved,” Remus said as he stuck his head out from behind the open fridge door. 
“Let me guess. You’re complaining to James, about James, on the day of his engagement party.” 


“Got it in one,” said James. 


“T hate you both,” said Sirius, and with a flick of his wand drew a frowning face on the nearest 
wall. 


Half an hour of arguing and spellwork later, the apartment stood ready for the party. The frown 
was removed but, Sirius said, under duress. Peter threw open the door to admit Lily and her gaggle 


of friends, an assortment of witches from school with one skulking dark-haired man among them. 


Sirius had sent Snape a letter shortly after graduation. It had gone unanswered, and Sirius had 
resolved to let the matter rest, no matter how much his cock begged him to do otherwise. So in the 
few times they’d run into each other in the years since then, he’d managed to keep his distance, and 
it had been fine. 


But that was spotting Snape across a pub or through a fireplace. Seeing Snape walk into his own 
living room was far more jarring. 


Sirius contemplated inventing a spell to melt himself into the floor as Snape looked at him with an 
even, entirely unruffled gaze. Sirius scowled in return. 


“No glaring today,” Lily admonished, passing Sirius something bubbly and alcoholic. “We are all 
friends united for a common cause today...me!” 


“And me,” James added. 
Lily shook her head. “Not really.” 


While laughter and general good cheer filled the room, Sirius nibbled on pretzels and watched the 
clock. 


“You look miserable,” Snape commented when he came to the snack table to grab a pumpkin 
pasty. 


“T am,” Sirius confirmed. “My boyfriend dumped me last week. He said after a year I should see a 
future with him. Isn’t that ridiculous?” 


“T think he was right,” Snape said. “Potter wanted to marry Lily after - what was it, a week?” 
“A day,” Sirius corrected. “Shit, probably an hour.” 
“Don’t look too miserable. Surely you have a line out the door for his replacement.” 


“You only think that because you’ re attracted to me,” Sirius said, and was pleased with the sudden 
tightness that came to Snape’s jaw. “Oh, you can admit it. I know you are, and still want nothing to 
do with me. My personality must be as dreadful as my mother always said.” 


“If you mention your mother in all your romantic conversations, I can understand the lack of 
interest.” 


“Alright, Freud.” Sirius popped another pretzel into his mouth. “What did you think of the tattoo, 
by the way?” He tried to sound casual, as though he didn’t wonder the answer every time he turned 
his own shoulder to the mirror and thumbed at his hydra. The rune remained his most prized tattoo, 
no matter how many others he’d collected over the years. 


“T never saw it.” Snape picked up two glasses of juice, tone light, eyes averted. “I taught you the 
temporary incantation and didn’t look before it faded.” 


Snape moved away before Sirius could make a scene, which was probably for the best. He spent 
the rest of the party in blatant defiance of Lily’s no glaring rule. 


Ww 


It rained heavily the morning of the Potters’ wedding. Lily spent the hours popping in and out of 


the room where James and his groomsmen were making last minute adjustments to the seating 
chart, on her orders. She fretted about the weather each time she stuck her frantic head through the 
door. 


By noon, the skies mostly dried, with only a light drizzle remaining. “And I don’t mind that,” Lily 
said, pinning her veil into her hair while James covered his eyes with his palms. “I’ve got 
Sleakeazy, what’s a little humidity?” 


“Brand dropping. She’s earning her share of the Sleakeazy fortune,” Sirius said in a carrying 
undertone to Remus, who ignored him and kept on struggling with his tie. “You know, I can do 
that for you.” 


“Oh, right,” Lily said brightly. “You’re a stuck up rich boy.” 
“Uh, well...” 


“Severus hasn’t worn a shirt with a collar a day in his life, let alone a tie. I'll send him in to get 
ready with you all.” 


Sirius meant to protest; Lily didn’t give him a chance. 


Snape shuffled in an hour later, a suit draped over his arm, looking like he’d suffered a thoroughly 
humiliating defeat. 


“You argued with her?” James asked sympathetically between sips of nerve-steadying whiskey. 
“You’ve known her longer than I have, don’t you know how pointless that is?” 


“You still have to fight her,” Snape said wearily, rubbing his forehead. “Or else she’ ll become 
completely insufferable.” 


“T don’t know if I should be offended on her behalf or not,” said James. 


“Over here, Severus,” Remus called, as though he wasn’t barely more than an arm’s length from 
the man. “Sirius is a tie expert.” 


Snape looked fixedly at the wall as he shed his robes, and Sirius looked fixedly at his socked feet 

as soon as he realized what was happening. Even after so much time, he could remember that 
single evening in the storage room like it had just happened: the electricity of the touches between 
them and the anticipation which had ultimately gone unfulfilled. Sirius had spent years chasing an 
experience even half as erotic as gripping Snape as he bent over him, both freshly tattooed, but he’d 
come up short. 


“Oh,” Remus breathed, and Sirius looked up. 


Snape faced away from them, drawing on his formal shirt, but in the few moments before the 
movement finished, Sirius caught his own name etched into Snape’s shoulder. 


“Oh,” Sirius echoed, jolted with panic and regret and longing all at once. 
“Why-?” Remus looked back and forth between them several times. 


“My mother’s name is Sirius,” Snape said as he stepped up to them, an aquamarine tie in hand. 
“T’ve heard you’re the superior Sirius when it comes to ties, though.” 


Sirius was pleased that his hands didn’t shake as he wound the fabric around Snape’s collar, and 


that Remus let the matter drop with only half a dozen more questioning glances. 


The wedding passed in a flurry of tears, sappy words, and only one minor catastrophe in the form 
of a passing bird landing a targeted hit on Lily’s sister, who ran shrieking into the house. 


As soon as the reception began, upbeat music thumping through the Evans’ backyard, Sirius strode 
up to Snape. 


“T wish the bird pooped on you,” Snape said in greeting. 


“You - I - you taught me the permanent spell! I didn’t really believe you would, or I wouldn’t have 
- it was a joke - supposed to be-” 


“How much have you had to drink? You can barely finish a thought.” 
“Tt’s not drinks, you idiot. It’s you!” 


Snape was poised to snap something back by the time Sirius drew him in for a kiss. He was 
unyielding for a moment; some muffled words were lost in Sirius’s mouth. Then his lips softened, 
and there was the kiss Sirius had truthfully spent four years wishing for. Snape’s hands crept up 
the back of his shirt. 


“You’ve been mine all this time,” Sirius said into his neck. “Why didn’t you say?” 
“Ts that how it works? One non-consensual tattoo makes me your property?” 

“Yes - no - non-consensual?” 

“You’re incoherent again,” Snape said. “Shut up now.” 


They kissed until James and Lily broke them apart, ignoring the entanglement entirely to demand 
sappy speeches about their newlywed devotion to each other. Sirius ended up unintelligible from 
champagne, after all, so by the time Lily’s parents shooed them from the garden, Snape had to 
Apparate them both to his place. Sirius managed only to toe off his shoes before falling into bed. 


When he stirred in the night it was to the barely-visible edges of a coiled snake, peeking at him 
from the arm slung across his waist. 


Ww 


“Can I fuck you now?” Sirius asked, running a hand along Snape’s chest. He was hairier than he’d 
been at seventeen, broader shouldered, firmer beneath Sirius’s touch. 


“You say that like you’ ve waited years.” 
“Because I have.” 


They’d had breakfast, mostly without speaking, and fallen back into bed. Sirius touched all the 
skin he wanted to and Snape watched him, a blend of caution and pleasure settled across his face. 
Sirius traced the serpent, still green on his forearm, and then trailed his hand to the phoenix above 
the elbow. It was not mid-molt like the temporary one had been but fully grown and stretched in 
flight, and the two creatures were surrounded with colorful landscape, sky for the bird and land for 
the serpent, so that hardly any skin was left unmarked. 


“This is sexy,” Sirius said, still touching, and Snape’s eyes fell shut. 


“Ts this what you consider fucking?” 


“Oh,” Sirius said, and slid his body over Snape’s, pressing the warmth of their chests together. 
“Now who sounds like they’ ve waited years?” 


“I’m not desperate like you,” Snape said, and his breath hitched as Sirius’s hand slid between them. 
“T’m bored.” 


Sirius took Snape in hand for the second time in his life. He had, not fully unintentionally, spent his 
years since Hogwarts measuring each of his partners up to Snape, and they’d all missed the mark. 
Holding Snape’s cock felt a lot like realizing just how much time they’d wasted being apart. 


Sirius eased his way down until he could mouth at the outline through Snape’s pants. When he 
tugged them down with growing urgency, Snape tried to shift away, so Sirius pinned him with a 
hand on each hip and took him in his mouth, urging as deep as he could go. 


Snape came apart so quickly, moaning and mumbling into his fist, and Sirius had waited so long. In 
no time at all he’d lifted his mouth and his fingers were inside Snape, working through the tight 
ring that opened to endless heat, and his lips were bitten swollen from holding himself when he 
finally held Snape’s thighs apart and eased inside of him. 


“You’re not bored,” Sirius said, drawing a thumb over Snape’s bottom lip, feeling the warm ghost 
of his moans. “You’re just perfect.” 


Even though Snape was already mostly undone, flushed, heavy-lidded, calves pressed carelessly 
into both sides Sirius’s neck - even then, the words seemed to reach him somewhere the sex hadn’t. 
With a groan bordering on feral, he reached down and fisted his cock with fumbling, desperate tugs 
until he came against his own thigh. 


Sirius could have lasted forever, savoring Snape beneath him, gripping the decorated arm as he 
thrust into the most inviting heat he’d ever known, but Snape looked to be the type that wanted 
things to be done as soon as he was, so with a few final grunts Sirius finished too, and carefully 
pulled out of Snape before collapsing beside him. 


For a moment there was only sweat, the smell of sex, and heavy breaths between them. Once his 
heartbeat steadied, Sirius rolled onto his side and threaded his fingers through Snape’s, though 
Snape stiffened at the gesture. 


“It was so good because you’re mine,” Sirius said, and with his free hand reached over Snape’s 
shoulder. He traced the spot stamped with his name. 


“Fine.” Snape softened. He pressed closer. “I’m yours. Now go to sleep. I can only take you in 
small doses.” 


“T don’t believe you,” Sirius said, but he was sated and tired and exactly where he wanted to be. He 
did as he was told. 


End Notes 


1. The hydra tattoo and Snape’s accompanying speech are heavily inspired by his speech in 
Half-Blood Prince: “The Dark Arts,” said Snape, “are many, varied, ever-changing, and 
eternal. Fighting them is like fighting a many-headed monster, which, each time a neck is 
severed, sprouts a head even fiercer and cleverer than before. You are fighting that which is 
unfixed, mutating, indestructible.” The serpent tattoo is a nod to the Dark Mark. 

2. We don’t see it, but Snape is nice to Lily at the lake, and eventually the Marauders make 
peace with Snape, which is why they’re all getting along-ish at the wedding. 


Thank you so much for reading! 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


